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Week before EASTER 
We n R 
Forlorn LOV ER. 
A Laſs gave her Lover three Slips for a Teſter, 
And married another A Week before Eaſter. 
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Week before Eaſter, I went into a meadow I tex 
The days being long and clear, Some time for to ſpend, wy 
So bright is the ſun, And to come back again And 
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Did fully intend; 
But as I came back 
I met with a friend, 
And*twas love was the cauſe of my mourning 


I lov'd a fair lady 
This many a day, 


And ſo cool is the air, 
I went into the foreſt 
Flowers to find there. 
And the foreſt would yield me no poſiies. 


The wheat and the rye, 
That grow up ſo green, 


The hedges and trees And to requite me, 
In their ſeveral coats: - She's married away 5 
Small birds do ſing Here ſhe hath left me 


In ſorrow to ftay, 


In their changea>le nates, : 
But now I begin to conſider, 


But here grows no ſtrawberries or roſes, 


Nenn 
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And by that means I got me a fayour, 


I loved her dear, 
And I loved her well, 
I hated thoſe people 
That of her ſpoke ill: 
Many one told me 
What ſhe did ſay 
Yet I would hardly believe them, 


But when I did hear 

My love was in the church, 
I went out in my fear, 

And ſat in the porch ; 
I found I ſhould falſly 

Be left in the lurch, 


And thought that my heart would have broke. 


But when I did ſee 
My love to the church go, 
With all her bride maidens, 
They made ſuch a ſhow. 
I laugh'd in cenceit, 
But my heart was full low, 
To fee how highly ſhe was regarded, 


But when I aw my love 
In the church ſtand, 
Gold ring on her finger, 
Well ſeal'd with athand, 
He had ſo endow'd her 
With houſe and with land, 
That nothing but death can them ſever, 


But when the bride maidens 
Were having her to-bed, 

I ſtept in amongſt them 
And kiſſed the bride, 

And wiſhed to have been 
Laid by her ſide, 


When ſhe was laid in bed, 
(Dreſt upin white) 
My eyes guſhed with water, . : 
That drowned my fight. 
put on my hat, 
And bid all good-night, 
And adieu my fair ſweeting for ever. 


© dig me a grave for a bed, 
T hat is wide, large, and deep. 
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With a root at my head, 

And another at my feet; 
There will 1 lie, 

And take a long ſleep, | 
And ſo bid her farewel for ever. 


She plighted her faith 
To be my fair bride, 
And now at laſt hath 
Me fully depriv'd : & 
I'll leave off my wrath, 
And wiſh God be my guide, 
To ſave me from ſuch another. 


I pity her caſe 
Much more than my own, 
That ſhe would embrace 
And join hands with one, 
Whilſt 1am her true love, 
And daily doth groan, 
My ſorrows I cannot ſmother. 


Tho' Marriage hath bound her, 
She is much to blame, 
And tho? he hath found 
A huſband I am : 
Hereafter *twill wouna her, 
That ſhe put me to ſhame. . 
When conſcience ſhall be her accuſer, 


Two husbands ſhe hath, 
By this wild miſcarriage, 
The one by contract, 
The other by marriage, 
She doth her whole family 
Groſly diſparage : 
But I'll not plot to miſuſe ker. 
Beware all you young men 
Of arts and of trades, 
Chuſe warily when 
You meet with ſuch maids : 
You'd better live fingle 
Alone in the ſhades, 
Than to love ſuch an abuſer. 
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